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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
THREE POEMS 

HER DEATH 

From the Other Side 

The silence sobbed 

Like a bird's throat, 

Clear as a star. 

Yes, in the gathering twilight throbbed 

A liquid note, 

A breath! 

It drew me far .... 

Over my room's inscrutable shade 

A Brightness leaned, 

A sun, a cloud. 

I sang aloud — 

Yet no one heard, no mortal heard — 

"Who hasteneth? 

Yea, I am ready, ready, Death! 

My Death, dear Death my life!" 

The step, the word — 

Ah, he has heard! 

He came, I kissed the great white blade. 

I lived — and I was not afraid. 

THE HOPE OF HEAVEN 

I shall tell thee some day, thou little wild god, 
Of the pains I suffered for thee. 
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Thou wilt laugh a great laugh of diviner knowledge, 

And sweep me up high beside thee. 

Then I shall forget the dark travail-pains, 

The blood-crimsoned trail, the lair, the long rains, 

Up there in the light beside thee. 
No longer a sullen beast-mother, I, 
With suspicious furred ears and a fierce agate eye, 

But winged and mighty like thee. 

SPEECH 

Words, words, words, 

Like starry flies on the sleeper's brain. 
Listen, all over the roads of earth 

You can hear our steps like rain! 

We are loud, ephemeral, vain, 

Motes in the sunlight stirred; 
Yet blazoned with ancestry, 

For God himself is a Word. 

Words, words, words, 

Nought may put us to scorn! 
Yea, the unanswering dead, 

And the mouth of the newly born. 

Florence Wilkinson 
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